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A NATIONAL SHAME. 


re ry To use his own elegant phrase, Poor Pa has conferred upon the Daily Telegraph the ‘ Order of the Chuck’; and, seeing that he knows more about 
hes than any other man in England, his irritation is only natural. But Dad is still hopeful; and, although the 1). T. has taken the cream, he has determined 
confiscate the milk by starting a crusade against feminine inebriation himself. The outside of the ‘ Blue Pig’ is, I understand, patronized by Papa daily, and 
‘its customers is his eloquence levelled. So carried away are the women by his aryuments, that Alexandry’s pails fill rapidly and Pa is happy.”—Toorstr. 


THE HOUR AND THE MAN. SKULL AND CROSS-BONES. 


“CAPTAIN” DAvis, the notorious pirate, made his last 
honest voyage as chief mate on board a sloop from Bristol, \ 
The vessel was captured by pirates, who brutally murdered 
its captain, took what there was of value on board, and left 
Davis and the crew to go where they chose, Davis pro- 
posed turning pirate, but this the crew, to his astonishment 
and disgust, refused toa man, and, proceeding on their way, 
landed what was left of the merchandise in Barbadoes, and 
handed Davis over to the authorities, but as he had never 
been engaged in piracy. he was discharged without a trial. 

A captain, who had fitted up two sloops for trade, laden 
with Luropean goods of great value, took Davis into his 
employment, and he again repeated his proposal to the 
crews, The majority consented, and the captain’ being 
seized, the most valuable part of the cargo was removed 
from one ship to the other, and the pilkyed one, with those 
who objected to Davis’ proposal, allowed to continue 
their course, and over a bowlLof punch Davis was elected 
captain, He then drew up a code of daws. to whieh all 
swore allegiance. and, in a short speeei, le prockumed 
himself at war with all the world, 

Shortly atter this be cleverly captured two Preneh ships, 
one of twelve, the other twenty-four cans, ble next took a 
Spanish sloop. and, casting aneher at st, Nreholas, hersted 


Te ronnie) D'Oufless. of fle. 4 fe ; 
(earn ies » Sloomily, “is said to produce the man. My hour Sarah Jane (a moment later, introducing, with much excitement, a somewhat seedy pani Fi 
le amid the ii supplies cut off —not a fraction in the house—uut Jooking visitor). Please, sir, praps thisis'im!" It was, The broker's man. Aud English colours The Portusaese suppose hin to bes 
tcreasing darkness, Where, thusis the man 7." still D'Ovtless was not Lappy. privateer, and as he wits dies-scd lhe a ye ntlemian. received 
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him hospitably, and he and his crew had a roaring time of it; but 
four of the men were “so captivated by the ladies and the luxuries 
of the place, that they remained in the island, and oue of them 
married and settled there,” 

He plundered on his way several ships, and steered for St. Jago 
to take in water. The Governor did not like his looks, and accused 
him of being a pirate. Davis pretended to be much hurt ; but 
when he got back to his ship, he proposed surprising the port, 
which was badly guarded, that night. This they did before an 
alarm was given, and fired shells into the Governor's house, where 
the leading inhabitants had taken refuge, killing several. They 
then dismounted the guns, pillaged the fort and tled to their ship. 

They now sailed for Gambia, where, at the castle, Davis said there 
was always a large sum of money deposited, Arrived at Gambia, 
he ordered his men below (he had seventy on board), except Just 
SO MmY as Were necessary to work the vessel, He represented 
himself as aauerchant, and was asked with his crew to dine with 
the Governor at the castle. Accepting the invitation, Davis 
returned on board, gave his directions, and when the day had been 
spent in drinking and feasting, the pirates within, who were all 
heavily armed, of a sudden seized the Governor and guarda, and 
Davis viving «signal, the rest of his crew rushed on shore. Of the 
bloodshed no mention is made, but we read that “after doing all 
the mischief that their vicious minds could possibly devise, they 
weighed anchor, carrying with them two thousand pounds in gold 
and many valuable articles.” | 

Davis’ next exploit: was to board a vessel, which proved to bea | 
French pirate. The Frenchman hoisted the black flag and fired a | 
gun, Davis returned the compliment, They fraternized and sailed 
ol together, presently to fail in with a large vessel, which, at the | 
first broadside, also hoisted the black flag. The three pirates, Join- 
ing forces, took the fort at Sierra Leone, and spent close on two 
months in one long orgie, then parted campany, Davis, among 
rane captures, taking a ship with fifteen thousand pounds on 
board. 

At length, at the Isle of Princes, the pirate captain met his fate. 
Hoisting English colours, he was well received ; but, as usual, he 
only entertained the basest designs towards his hosts. His scheme 
was to invite the Governor and most of the richest men on the 
istand to dine with him on board, and to secure them in jrons until 
each should procure a large ransom, All his invitations were 
accepted ; but, in the meanwhile, the plot was betrayed by a negro 
on board Davis’ ship. Davis and his most trusty men went on 
shore to fetch their victims, who invited them into the fort to par- 
take of refreshments. Anambush awaited them, and the pirates 
were shot down, Davis, dying in great agony, still fired right aud 
left upon his assailants, 


* * » * * * 
BLUDSTANED BILLIUM: A pomeee OFF THE RODE. 
CHAPP. [, 

orror isa onn orror heap, on arifin att the mouf off the caif, a 
norrid vishun loom inn va. ite isa perliseman. lucki ee av iss 
bac turn. eo can nott sea uss thatt wai, wee ar saif. no, ee av 
turn, ee wonter no ow wee gett inter pare afor the gait wos open, 
wee ar lorst. billum ee sai thare is wun wai oneli ee must di, pore 
minn, ce shal, 

(Neat week, Another Captain.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
we 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


What a pretty photo, ELLEN ; You must be a charming maid ; 
Possibly you might, A Novice, With a proper master’s aid. 
Glad you saw the notice, WILLIAM; Thanks for cutting all the 
same. _Mucn obliged for offer, JAMIE; SLOPER dotes upon the 
game, Very sorry, T. 8 CHILTON, That we must decline your 
work ; It ix out ofall pgoportion, Thanks for letter, LITTLE 
Turk. Nerer harbour malice, SAMMY ; Please forgive them if 
you oan, Na, We cannot tell you, PasHa, At the Garrick 
Theatre, FAN. Lather stupid sort of joke, MLL; You might doa 
lot of harm 3 Very charming, OLD SUBSCRIBER ; Jt should surely 
take the palm. If we understand you, BOTHERED, You are liable 
tu fine; Better write an explanation. Glad to hear it, AULD 
LANG SYNE, ‘* 
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PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Run DE LA BANQUE. 


£150 — 


will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty eacepted), who shall happen to mect 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of“ ALLY 
SLorer’s HAL¥Y-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident. “ALLY SLoper’s HALE - HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom ecery Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, erpiring at 8 Welock the following Thursiay morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——— 


Young Soldier, That monument was erected to those of my 
corps who fell during the Crimean war. There are their names 
carved in the everlasting marble. 

Fair Young Thing, Oh, how awfully nice! How very interest- 
ing?) What a pity vour name isn’t there! 

[Young suldicr lcft wondering whether to feel pleased or not. 
* 


“ POLICE, pally !" yelled a man, last Saturday night, about 
twelve o'clock, “You'll have to call louder than that,” observed a 
respectable inhabitant, who was looking over his gate ; “the nearest 
pub. is quite half a mile waty 
Witt anguished nien she tears her hair, 
Her consternatiou’s utter— 
The tanner for the supper beer 
fas fallen down the gutter. 


= 
IT was the evening of the Féte and Gala,and the day had been 
wet, The aged philanthropist, while on his way home, discovered 
n poor fellow apparent!y asleep in the ditch, “Alas! my poor 
man,” exclaimed the elderly one, “& What a sad fate!" © Sad 
fete?” repeated the man, “Bally misherble, T callsh it! Wet 
through inshide aw out, lorsht all my cokernutsh, and aint made 
forpeush for a nightsh lodgin’.” is 
* 
Young Softy, And would you still love me, iny darling, if 1 were 
unfortunate—if I had pawned everything that [ possessed ? 
Darling, Ye-r-s, dear; if yowd spent the money on me, 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No,443,--The * Venezuela " Costume. 
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FROM DARKEST AFRICA. 
The latest edition, warranted 
harmless. 


Dy) 


“It must be pretty difficult to write a 
poem.” “ Not half as difficult as to sell it.” 


Husband, Pshaw! Mer. don't so often marry for money as you say. 
Wire. No; because not half the girls are rich who are supposed to be. 


ne ERR 


TAKEN FROM LIFE. 
And at such an early age, too. 


ae 


Ora killing young thing of the 


| MOOR SPORT. 
feminine species, 


aaa 


| 
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(Saturday, October 42, 1892, 


ee Me Overheard in Railway Carriage. 
at Man, I see you're goin’ to Slocum, Do y 
Swellington there ? : Do yer know Mir, 
Thin Man. Yes, very well. 
Fut Man, | think as how I shall court her. 
Thin Man. What d'yer mean? She's married ! 
Fat Man, County Court her, T mean, 


Nd 
Overheard at the * Cheshire Ch-ese.” 

_ Country Friend (gazing round with awe). So this is the er: 
teensy pub., is it? And these are all writers?) Do you know w) 

ney are? i 

City Friend. That melancholy looking man in the corner is ;| 
writer of those funny bits in “SLOPER” ; that fellow over ney; 
bar, who is swearing so loudly, is the man who does those love : 
sermons in the Christian Apple-Cart ; that chap with th. ; | 
nose is the editor of the Zeetetaler ; and that silly lookiny yi... 
fellow, studying the Latin Dictionary,’is the man who writes th 
clever “leaders” in the ey Duffer ; and that— : 

Country Friend (hurried y). Here, wait a minute: let me wot 
out of this befure all my cherished beliefs are shattered fur ever, 


it 


* 
“ AH, woe is me!" the Ancient cricd, 
“TL crave for drink and grub; 
There's nearly every shop about, 
But not a bally pub.” 
*,* —Coleridge and Scoter. 


Old Seaman, Well, Jack, so you've come back from your first 
vovage, have you? And how did you like sleeping in a hammive| 
Did you tumble to it all right? mi 

Young Seaman, No; but 1 tumbled out of it preity often, 


= 
Merchant. | always give the preference to a married clerk, 
Friend, Why is that? 
Merchant. Because | find that they are not in such a hurry to 
get home of an eveuing as the others are. . 


* 
Potter. Jealousy is peciectiy. ridiculous, sir, Look at that man 
over there. He has had his arm round my wife's waist many a 
time since we have been married. and vet | am not jealous of hin, 
In fact, | would crack a bottle with him now, if he would stand jt. 

Totter, You would?) Whois he? 

Potter, He's my wile’s tailor. é 

* 


Dr. Quack, 1 understand that you have circulated the report 
that I am not fit to attend to a sick dog, and, uuless you apulozise, 
| shall sue you for libel, : 

Cuter, My dear sir, if. you are n veterinary surgeon, I will 
apologise, otherwise, | maintain that [ was right, 

Dr. Quack, \—er—well—er—what—er—oh ! if Tonty had you in 
my hospiial for a week, I'd make you pay fur this! ; 


Mrs. Sharpshine, What isa cow boy, Mr. 8.2? 
Young Sharpshens (interrupting). A bull calf, mater. 
ad 


Old Lady. So glad to know ‘vou, my dear; your mother and | 
were school friends. And are you fond of housekeeping, dear! 
Young Lady. Ol, dear, not There’il be plenty of time to pick 
that up when | yet married! , « 
* 


Employer (before some friends). Yes, my man Tim here is a 
good, honest fellow, He has been with me since he was a boy. 
Here's tuppence for a gla-s ol ale, Tim. 

Employer (later on). Vo hope L didn’t hurt your feelings, Tim, 
giving you tuppence before those people? 

Zim. Hurt me faliugs, sorr! Sure, and you're at liberty to hurt 
‘em again the sgme way, surr, » « [And so he did. 

* 


WHEN first I s:w thy fav'rite child, 
Methought my jealous heart would break ; 
But when th’ unconscious infant smiled 
I said this cherub takes the cake. 
It gave my heart a cruel pang 
The mother in its eyes to see ; 
But, then, it has its father’s grin, 
Aud | was glad I wasu't he. : 
*\* —Lord Byron Baggins. 


At the Covkshop. 
Bill, Wot's the matter, Tom? 
Tom. Why, V've had a steak and kidney puddin’, and T saved al! 
this ‘ere kiduey to eat at the last, and now i'm so bally fulll cant 
hold it, Ain't it a darned shame im 


s 
Farmer Hodge. Famous sermon that, parson; worthy of Spur- 
geon, that it were! 
Parson, Very pleased, I'm sure —— : 
Friend from Town, Spurgeon himeelf evidently thought so, or 
he would never have written it 1 , 


* 
Youth, I am looking forward with a great deal of pleasure to 
the coming of age. y 
Middle-Aged Man. \'m looking forward to the coming of age, 
too, but not with pleasure. *\* 


Mrs. Peckhenner (reading the newspaper). Here's a woman has 
just died who had not spoken for eleven years. Rear 
Mr, P. Yes, my dear, but she was mad, and anyhow it killed Ser. 
* 


alth 


= 
IT is a most remarkable thing how the influence of bain 


extends and spreads indirectly through all classes of society. ae 
third class compartment of a riilway carriage. during a stoppace 


lon station, we heard the other day the following conversation -— 


: : : : Bere WR wis Ol), 
“Oh, yes; she’s married very well indeed.” “ Who is he? On 


| he’s a cousin of Rothschild’s butler.” 
* 


* nid 

Penheeker, 1 can't stop any longer, thanks, I must g0 hon 
how. 

TI'riend, Got an appointment? oe 

Penhecker, No; but the wife is going to be photographed. 2nd 

T always make a point of accompanying her on these Gs . ani 

because the photographer always tells her to look ce 

smile, and it reminds me of what she was before we were mi . 

* 


s . . 
“SwERFT maid,” I said, “my heart is thine, 
Your coldness, though, will freeze it; 
One word of hope is all Lerave—— 
She roughly answered, “Cheese it ! 


Seene—The Elevator of the Electric Railway. Enter 
old Count rywoman, RUraer rar 
Countrywoman, Lor’, bless me! ge this is the "Lectric ee 
is it?) Well, I never! But it’s much more comforts ih patie’ 
them other trains, and don't jolt one so much, Salle ( We, if 
xtops at platform.) What, have we got there wready. 
thut ain’t quick ! *.* 


Goodyqood, 1 do not believe iu cards. 
Radicus, \ do. . 
Goodyqood. Indeed! How is that? 
Radicus. Why, | think there must be some goot 1 ntseeh 
knave would not be so closely allied to the king and queen. 
® 


Lin them, or Te 


te tweet waess 
Young Sharpshins. What is the difereree, dd, between 
salary, and an allowance ? atk 
Olu Sharpshins. For wages, my son, you have Ln : 
for a salary, you have to work lightly ; but for an allow: ° 
don’t have to work at all, ks i 
Young Sharpshins, Then, I suppose the clerks } 
offices receive allowances, don’t they, dad? 


hard 


n Government! 


Saturday, October 22, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE AT “HADDON HALL.” 


—>— 


T was at Haddon Hall \ast August, nafore eeey proves it up 
he Savoy. I strolled down Dorothy Vernon's Walk and stood 

tot on her bridge and 
gazed on her door- 
way. It is a beauti- 
ful old place and 
much of it un- 
changed since the 
time when John ran 
away with Dorothy 
and got married in 
Leicestershire. 

There were gay 
doings once at 
Haddon Hall, avd 
it is on record that 
Thomas Shaw, the 
piper, was paid two 
pounds for piping 
_all through Christ- 
mas, and his man 
ten shillings for 
helping him, I 
missed the piper 
and his man at the 
Savoy, but I didn't 
mind much, 

suppose when 
Mr. Grundy — sat 
down to write the 
libretto for a Savoy 
comic opera, he 
felt that he was 
going to catch 
it presently from 
the critical ones, but the criticisms have been curious, For 
instance, one says that the libretto is “very dull, irredeemably, 
dismally dull,” and another remarks of Sir Arthur Sullivan's part 
of the work: “The general impression left by the music was not 
oshilarating.” For myself, I must own [ have heard better music 
Isewhere, und listened to more lively poreiete. 

Plavwrights, | think, always make their Puritans comic—T don't 
remember 2 heroic Puritan on the stage. They always get the 
worst of it in love and war, as they ought to do, for they were hard 
enough in their treatment of the Professionwhen they were in power. 

Macaulay tells us how an ordinance proscribed wrestling and 
erinning matches on village greens, How all the Maypoles were 
pulled down ; how rope-dancing and puppet shows were discoun- 
tenaneed ; how theatrical performances were proscribed, play- 
houses dismantled, the spectators tined, and the playactors whipped 
at the car's 
tail. 

We cannot 
help feeling 
clad we have 
wot eomic 
Puritans in 
Haddon Hall 
forthe serious 
lovers are, to 
tell the truth, 
not very ine 
teresiing— less 
so, perhaps, 
than in most 
other comie 
operas — but 

Courtice 
Pounds sings 
well, and nlso 
well, 
whet little 
acting he has 
got to do, but 
the part is a 
yoOoOr one, 
foittend Bar- 
rington is un- 
commonty 
good, aud his 
soug * Though 
the world is 
bad It's the 
best to be 
had,” goes capitally. Lucille Hill makes 2 charming heroine, and 
her * To thine own heart be true” is likely to catch the public 
taste. Rosina Rrandram and Richard Green as Lady and Sir 
George Vernon, the mother and father of the runaway Dorothy, 
sing excellently well, but they, like most of the other characters, 
have little or no acting allotted to them. 

Of all included in the cast, Mr. MacDougal McCrankie Denny 
got, the night [ saw the piece, the most applanse ; his up to date 
Joking seeming to suit the audience exactly, and the other Puritans 
pel played by Rodolph Lewis, W. Leon, G. De Pledge and A. 
Powles, 
c ey Vane makes a bright and sprightly Doreas, and Nita 
ie iris delighifally a Highland fling, Florence Easton and 

? Ake Hyde, too, should not be —— over without a good word. 

inane Harris has done good work in the shape of stage 
te Kellar nt; and the scenery by Hawes Craven, Perkins, and 

arker, is beautifully painted, ‘The costumes and dances also are 
picturesque and strik- 
ing. 

Time was when Mr, 
Gilbert was an abso- 
lute necessity at the 
Savoy. I read in one 
criticism that the one 
thing Mr. Grundy 
ought not to have 
done was to try and 
imitate Mr. Gilbert, 
But, suppose Sir Arthur 
and Mr. D'Oyly Carte 
told him todo so, what 
else could he do, or try 
to do? A_ particular 
kind of goods is ex- 
pected at the Savoy, 
and any serious depar- 
ture from the sterco- 
type pattern) mightn’t 
draw. As to whether 
or not Mr. Gilbert, 
with such sw remark- 
ably thin plot, weuld 
have done better than 
has been done L shall 
hot Venture to say, 
All I know. is, the 
house, the night L 
Visited it, was crammed, 

Do you know, | don't 
believe everybody 
: tnkes notice of the 
country wi There Are, possibly, many honest. creatures from 
! vho will either go on thinking all Savoy pieces are 


Written hy Mr, Gilbert rth A eee : 
on by Mr. Grundy, or that all up to now have always been 


Rupert: RUTLAND BARRINGTON, 


dows 


Two PURITANS. 


The McCrankie: J, DENNY. 


ithor’s name 
ae ame, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A DIFFERENCE IN POSITION. 
A loEM DescripTIVE oF How THey DIDN'T MEET. 
T LOVED 8 lovely creature, 
Quite perfect in each feature, 
With costhest of frocks. 
T waved my stick (the knob part)— 
But J was in the bob part, 
Aud she was in a box! 


Next night, like any ninny, 
1 parted with a guinea— 
Which gave my pocket shocks, 
And paralyzed the fob part— 
But she was in the bob part, 
And J was ina box! 


Resolved to do the riddle, 

“L'il steer a course that's middle,” 
I cried ; and bought a stall, 

That was the evening after, 

But (please don’t roar with laughter)— 
Shou sn't there at all! 


—_——_>+-—__— 


TIIF NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and Jvutavtes 
by his friends and relations.) 
CHAPTER XXIX. 
MARRIED LIFE. 

THERE are some men who take married life lightly. 
married life with a feeling of serious responsibility. 

(Yes, and he took it with a good many drinks, too, On the 
strength of his being married, the old beggar was down on every- 
body for drinks, and down on that old back of his on the door- 
mat for three weeks afterwards.--IKY Mo.) 

Marriage, there is no doubt about it, makes a man of everyone. 

A man has to face the world, and fight it defiantly. 

On the very first evening that | entertained a choice and friendly 
party (the repast was composed of a well prepared pair of sheep's 
craniums, And [ will say this, for a sheep’s-head cookist, Mra. 
Sloper even then had not an equal; while for mustarding a fresh 
herring, with due deference to His Royal Highness, she might be 
well employed on special occasions at Marlborough House—she is 
positively unrivalled)—on that occasion | found | was somewhat 
short of table linen. Some would have shuddered with terror at 
the thought, I was quite equal to the occasion, “My own love,” 
| remarked, “what on earth is the use of having a high class 
counterpane unless you can convert it into a table cloth by turning 
it bottom side upwards?” 

It was eminently successful. Still, I should have heen more 
pleased if McUooseley had not spilt so much mustard over the 
edge, The mustarded edge happened to come near my mouth and 
nose as | tried to sleep that night. It irritated me severely. 

As once having been a young housekeeper myself, | strongly 
advise all young married people to have counterpanes smooth on 
both sides, so that the mustarded, peppered or bloatered side, when 
placed on the bed again, shoul: be able to be placed under. 

(He says | spilt the mustard. Why, the old balmy, bally 
Ananias, he knows well enough that he did it himself. He was so 
bad, that he actually thought that one of the sheep's heads was 
himself in the looking-glass, He said, “T don’t think, my dear, 
that my nose is quite so tinty as usual,”” Bah !—McG.) 

With my dear young wife no man could have lived more happily. 
We had, of course, one little tiff. [| was always much sought after 
in Society. 1 do not say but what sometimes I may have been a 
leetle late. 

(A leetle late, indeed! Even T won't be hard on the old man. If 
he is late, even now, he always tries to bring home something with 
him to smooth me down, [| wish, though, he would leave off 
bringing home ready cooked peasepudding. He atways will persist 
in putting it in his coat tail pocket, and it isn’t really any the 
better for being sat upon on those bumpy about tramcars.— Mrs, 8.) 

“It isa poor heart, though, that never rejoices.” In my life with 
Mrs. Sloper I have been a happy man—even if marred life has 
somewhat helped to cut off the almost needful three penn'orths, 

(To be continued next week.) 


~~ 


A DRAWING ROOM SONG GONE WRONG. 
THE summer moon was sinking low 
When last we said adieu ; 
Although you never told me so, 
I felt licesd but you. 
My bittertears I could not hide; 
Neither could be the other’s bride! 


We strained us to our throbbing soul 
And hissed out burning words; 

Without there sang the essegnol 
And other kinds of birds, 

They sang a sad, lugubrious strain 

And yet they could not lull the pin! 


We felt thy breaking heart and miue 
With twin devotion beat ; 

We trod the budding eglantine 
Beneath your scornful feet. 

E’en after sixty weary years 

These thoughts call forth impetuous tears. 

But if. my love, it must be thus, 
If this be fate’s decree, 

We both can still remember us, 
However near we be. 

Although you never can be mine, 

Perchance in heav'n | shall be thine, 


I took 


LITERARY COCKROACHES. 

WITH neither knowledge nor care of how it may be elsewhere, 
Fleet Street just now—and particularly the Hing hen oftices—is 
overrun by the merry, irresponsible cockroach, The keen-eyed old 
fellow in the brown overcoat seems to have got a permanent job in 
every well regulated newspaper office. If you have any desire to 
make his acquaintance, get somebody to pa-s you through into one 
of the night editorial rooms,and youll find him looking over the 
“Dairy Show” reporter's shoulder, or helping the “ Parisian 
Doings” editor paste his copy together. The roach has a far 
keener sense of fun than the young man in the “comic ” office. The 
ronch knows what a joke is : most frequently the young man does 
not. 

Just look at ‘em gathered all over the poor old “Election Intel- 
ligence” man’s desk, They know he's aged and tolerant, and that 
he doesn’t have much fun, or time to find it. See, just as he begins 
with * The Press Association states that the chief Liberal whip——" 
how they march out in a battalion and commence drilling on the 
smooth surface of his foolseap, The generals of the battalion 
place the soldiers in command of the captains to keep a thousand 
watchful eyes on old “Election Intelligence” while they sneak 
over to the other side to eat his paste. Then the old man has his 
fun, As the battalion moves away, and all but a couple of 
“sappers and miners” have cleared off his paper, old “ Election 
Intelligence " flips his end of the sheet of paper, throwing 
the supper and the miner a double somersault. Not that 
they mind it! 
ing, with their forelegs on their knees, for another flip, and 
laughing uproariously. And so good natured old “ Election Intel- 
ligence” flips them up again, and again, and again, until the time 
comes for him to pop round to the “Cat and Crumpet” to see if 
there's anything fresh about the revolt in Venezuela, and they 
shoulder their picks again and march off after the battalion down 
the hole where the mouse who nibbles the composition off the ink 
rollers dreams the night away, 


Bless you, no. They're back in a minute, wait- | 


$39 


A STRANGE TEST. 


—~—- 


Wurzelbury, 
straight as adie, 
mad owas generally 
in the tirst tlight or 
close up, 

And she had two 
thousand acres of 
the best Innd in the 
county and a snug 
farmhouse, all her 
own freehold. 

Wurzelbury was * 
| deeply interested in 

the question). 
whether she would ¢ 
give her hand to 
Frank Taverner or | 
Bob Stunniforth. 
They were both 
smart fellows, good 
sportsmen, and 
came out of good 
stables. She her- - 
self didn’t seemable 
to make up _ her 
mind, 

The annual Horse 
Show came on, and 
it seemed just as 
open a question 
which of these two 
would carry off the 
big silver cup, the 
first prize in the 
Jumping Competi- 
tion, for Frank had entered his bay gelding, Paladin,and Bob hia 
strawberry roan horse, Tartar. The horses were as level for points 
as their owners, 

The affair was one of the smartest county gatherings of the year. 

Laura Lynton was there attended by her two cavaliers, and 
Jack Minton looked after her with « wistful gaze as she rode 
between them chatting merrily. He loved her, too; but he was 
only a veoman farmer, and had not dared to tell her, 

“Bob,” said Frank Taverner,“ we are deay old pals ; we both love 
the same girl, Don't let's quarrel, but settle the question like 
sportsmen, We're rivala for the cup, too, There's nothing that has 
2 chance for it besides our mounts, Let the winner win Laura.” 

“Done,” said Bob. “if she consents, Let's ask her,” 

She assented. Jack Minton was riding at her side at the moment 
on his brown mare, Chance, 

“Am Lin it?” he asked, with a flush as well as a smile on his 
good looking face. 

“You wouldn't care for the prize,” she said, smilingly, 

“ May T enter 
for itl” he 
asked again 
and she nodded 
wimerrn & Yes,” 
while Bob and 
Frank said to- 
- gether, “We 
dont mind; 
Chance has no 
chance.” 

It happened 
that their three 
horses were the 
last to be tried, 
Everything else 
had = omade so 
many faults 
that it lookeda 
certainty — for 

’aladin or Tar- 
tar. 

The former 
took his first 
fence like a 
Grand National 
winner, the 
next and the 
next. Then he 
came to the in- 
and-out jump; 
the second 
timber he just rapped. Then the wall of wooden bricks and 
negotiated that without a hitch, and, with a final rush, cleared 
the last obstacle, a high furze fence with a water-jump beyond, 

Then Bob rode out his roan, and 2 cheer went up, for somehow 
the strange wager had got wind, Fence after fence he took in his 
stride, When he came to the in-and-out jump, he took the first 
clean as a whistle and hopped over the next beautifully clean, and 
a great shout went up; then, bunching his reins, Bob set the roan 
at the water-jump. On he came, secure of victory—too secure, for 
his hind legs rapped the timber and furze, and horse and rider 
came a desperate “ purler,” splash in the middle of the water, 

“Prank wins the cup and the girl!" everybody shouted, and 
there was a laugh as Jack Minton rode out his brown mare Chance, 

Laura sat like a statue, watching her Jaiest lover entering the 
strange contest, G 

“Well done, sir!” eame a shout, for the gallant little mare 
hopped over one, two, three fences without a fault. ‘hen she took 
the in-and- 
out and the 
wallwithout 
touching; 
and every- 
body, with 
astonish. 
ment, real- 
ized the fact 
thatonly 
the water- 
jump lay be- 
tween Jack 
Minton and 
the silver 
cup and — 
the smartest 
virl in the 
county, 

On he 
came, work- 
ing hisreins, 
And the 
yallant — lit- 
tle thing 
stretching 
out into a 
yrandstride, 
galloped for 
all she was 
worth up to 
the jump, 
then Jack 5 ; 
sat ap with ashrill “Yaehip! and lifted her clean over furze and 
timber and water us if she dad been a Gury. Anal that's how. 
1 Jac! Minton wor the silver cupand his bennic wife 


SS 


A desperate “ purler.” 


Galloped tor all sue was worth, 


Ter name was Laura Lynton, and she was the prettiest girl in 
She was the smartest, too, fur she rode to hounds 
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NOT SUCH A FOOL. 7 

“Dear me, how shocking, Mr. Brown! Tthought you She, Why don't you get married ? was all very well—sympathy, grapes, and all 
had signed the pledge, too! “ Yesh, so [Tdid, old boy ; He, Not I. Matrimony is like a besieged fortress—those A CARETAKER. of luxuries, was the result; but now my husta i 
bat 1 wash tight—can’t be ‘sponsible —(Aic)—when whu are in want to get out—those who are out want to get Mrs. Mulligan, And here, sir, is all the letters for yer that simply shrugs his shoulders, laughs, and walks «ut 
tight, ceu know, iu. Iam, and mean to be, only a war correspondent. Topened and didn’t think important enough to send down, of the house.”—Extract from Letter of Youny Lily 


©6° Miss Slover will be delighted to receive photographs from those OISTI NGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—M. JACOBI. 


uf her triends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 
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“Well, SLOPER, what can I do for you?” said Mr. John Hollingshead, when the gov., and may I live toopen many more, if only for the pleasure of drinking your 
F.O.M., attired in boating costume out of compliment to that gentleman's ballet, jolly good health and success to the Alhambra ; but I must to Jacobi—so long!" M. 
Up the River,” presented himself at the Alhambra the other evening. The fact is, Jacobi was in his room dashing off some new ballet music. He rose to xrect tle 
A. SLOPER had called to interview M. Jacobi, but he sill have his little joke, you Eminent. “ Well,” said he, “so you have come to interview me?” “ Yes, Monsieur 
know, so he suid, “ Well, gov., I want to know if yon will engaze me asa ‘Beautiful | Jacobi, I would een glean from you a few reminiscences.” | The renowned composer 
Living Corkscrew’ ?" “No opening,” replied practical and statistical John; “Jennie | answered not, but gracefully waved his baton. Immediately the air was fille! with 


+ ORF Ke NeBLES WE 
No. 257.—Miss EVELYN WYER. Joyce is quite good enough for us, thank you. Still, T have no doubt you wonld ravishing Alhambra music of the past, of the master’s composition, discourset by a 

“How can I find the words to paint her beauty 2“ make an admirable one.” A. SLOPER felt flattered, for to emulate the lady required invisible orchestra, while the Agéd seemed to see Alhambra folk he bad met in 

-The Dook Snook. 4 large amount of yrace, and for a man at A. SLOPER'S time of life to be endowed, in gone by floating round the man of melody, calling back to the Moss Grown Fabri 

 Resplendent star, I worship at a distance." Lord Bae the opinion of such an experienced manager, with elegance is, to say the least, com- memories which—(Cut the poetry and keep to Jacts.—ED, BEAST!—AS.) With 
sips matd: etavecone dnale word of hove” forting. ~ For,” went on Mr, Hollingshead, “I don't think I am wrong in assuming sigh, A. SLUPER at length bade M. Jacobi adieu, and was making his way, ino 
’ 4 ope, Te ealbi you have opened a quantity of bottles in your time.” For a moment A. SLOPER felt retlective mood, to the stage door, when the merry music of * Don Juan" struck up. 

= fon. Billy. annoyed, but his sweet disposition soon asserted itself, for he smiled and said, * Yes, The gaiety of youth returned in an instant, and A. SLOPER was himself again. 


THE ELDER’S POACHING EXPEDITION.—(Continued.) 
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MacNab raised his gun, and, taking deadly alm, fired. “Let him alane, Elder," sald McParritch, much excited, “dinna waste the French nails on the blithering scoondril, we've cum oot to shut birds—not wasfs.” 
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: Cla 
A-Dauber’s- Protest: liebe: Safe-Kecbirg: 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG 


/ Hullo—hullo—hullo! Walk up—walk up—walk up. The old established firm, ladies and | He's got a splendid chance, I'm told :—They meet in robes of office decked The Chancellor and 
ntlemen, An entirely new performance; and no extra charge. This way in, please; and pay | Mayoer-elect :—The coachman had a narrow squeak ; Some compensation he should seek :—This 
Duriueney at the box. We're just about to commence :—The freedoms of our citirs still Come | handsome trophy, as we see, Is placed in perfect custody. That's the lot, my hearties. No crushing, 
wrrny inion rand Old Bill:—The hunting season's well begun; May no meet pass without a | please. Pass out there quietly at the door on the right, and come again next week at the same hour 
The pauper wants, whem here we see, A Roman Catholic te he :—A likely candidate behold, \ wid see what's been provided for you by —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 
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UNNATURAL SELECTION. 
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Z WAGGISH. 

: Plel. Nally dear, T wonder why Carlo wags his tail so ? . 

4 devdda, es it is so that you may know which end of him DRY 

o 5 sat, . 

Lady, Thank you, John, for bringing up the luggage. Would 
————__—_—___ you like a glass of milk and soda ? 


John, Well, mum, I doan't moind a drap o° rum an’ milk 
this marnin’, an’ would call fur a drap o° brandy wi’ the soder 
this evenin, mum, thankee. 
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i er , T didn’t see no ‘am at brenkfast this morn. 
eaigeld TEMPTATION. Dora (to her two admirers). Hadu't we better have a game at general post? und theu per'aps you two ae bg Nar ge oa Sean! sir, aly bacon.” “Don't give it? 


Coclney Sport Sane es 0 
my Sportsman. T've a jolly good mind to go for tt. might get more suitable chairs, Whadjer advertising it for, then ? 
& j 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


THE period for the renewal of musie hall licences dias come 
round sacins and Gf a preliminary skirmish or two ds any eriterion 
of whit is to come, several mite. 
gers will be called over the coals. 
Lovejoy, of the Peckham Varies 
ties, was, of course, made the 
medium of amattuek on the part 
of one or two would be moralists, 
Somehow or another this gentle- 
Iman always gets into hot water, 
Dut seldom remains there long. 
Weare glid te say that on this 
oceasion he came off with tying 
colours, A temperance mission 
hall in Westminster wis not so 
lucky. and a broadside all slong 
the line was the menus ob its 
N sinking with all hands, although 
vreat efforts were made by the 
police to save it, But, of course, 


LICENCED 
MuSIC HALL 


PROPRIETOR 
Witwour TiS 


NONE ASECERULN / the real fighting has vet te 


come, The Middlesex side of 
the river has to be dealt with, 
and what is more to the purpose, 
Mac Dougall has not yet shown 
his hand. When he does so the 
fun will thencommence. Every- 
one loyes to hear the voice of 
the genial Mac, and none more 
sothan the gentleman himself, 
It is, therefore, more than pro- 
bable that general satisfaction 
will result. “9 


THE Egyptian Hall is still ns much a “Home of Mystery” as 
ever, and Mr. J. N. Maskelyne’s present programme is eminently 
calculated to make the country cousin absolutely gasp with amaze- 
ment, and even the astute London ditto go home marvelling 
muchly how it’s all done. Mr. Douglas Beaufort's magical and 
musical interlude descriptive of his journey to Fez with the British 
Mission is a most pleasing and interesting item, showing, as it does, 
how this accomplished prestigiator effectively counteracted the 
influence of the so-called miracle workers of the East by the per- 
formance and explanation of many of their clumsy tricks. 

-* 
* 

THE Veteran First Nighter has this day been graciously pleased 
to confer the “Award of Merit” upon W. ELTON, because he's a 
tried and popular comedian. “ Feyther,” babbled the Azure Orbed 
Pittite, “ain't you jolly glad Klton’s come ‘ome again after 
his long stay in Americky? It seems ages since he used to knock 
‘em at the Gaiety in the old Terry and Farren days, don’t it?” But 
the Aged answered not; a smile—a happy, far away smile, not 
untinged with sadness—played about his mobile features, as he re- 
called the many happy days, gone, never to return, 

s* 


* 

REALLY, some of the French papers at times afford most dis- 
tinctly humorous reading. Ina copy of a little provincial journal 
we happened to pick up ina 
foreign café the other day, we 
discovered several columns 
devoted to a furious contro- 
versy as to whether the fn- 
mous, clear, healthy com- 
plexion of the English girl 
was due merely to birth and 
climatic influences, oracquired 
by judicious training and out- 
door exercise, The fun con- 
sisted in the unanimity with 
which every correspondent— 
there were about eighteen of 
them — declared that few 
daughters of Albion used either 
rouge or powder, This pitiful 
display of ignorance pained 
us, and with the vivid recol- 
lection of the amount of blanc 
de perle \eft upon our shoul- 
der by our best girl the eve- 
ning previous, we lost all inte- 
rest in the various suggestions 
as to the possibility of getting 
Marie or Henriette to evince 
an interest in golf or tennis ( 
and other English sports and if 
oat You see, even the ) 
‘rench papers suffer a bit 
from the silly season. 


oe 
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OCTOBER 20th should be a Red Letter Day in the history of the 
Fun loving public, for upon that date the twenty-fifth issue of 
that celebrated mirth-maker, Zfved's Comic Annual, will be given 
to the world. The tone and worth of the publication is too well 
known to make it necessary for A. SLOPER to devote much space 
to dwelling upon its merits—too widely appreciated to render it 
worth while to enumerate the talented band of celebrated authors 
and artists who have this year contributed to its pages. Take the 
Ancient’s advice and secure it at once. The festive bob will buy it 
at all stationers’ and railway boukstalls ; or you can procure it 
post-free, for 1s. 24¢. from 153 Fleet Street, the office of ALLY's old 
and esteemed pal, Fun, Esq. x 
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A Lucky Dog is the title of the comedy which Sydney Alport 
has chosen for his initial effort in theatrical management, and a 
lucky dog is the in- 
dividual who is for- 
tunate enough to 
witness a representa- 
tion of this excellent 
piece. The main in- 
cident of the play 
hangs onavery weak 
thread, ‘tis true, viz., 
the adventures and 
escapades of a little 
dog, but, inasmuch 
as this little dog is 
the cause of some 
very funny compli- 
cations, the weak- 
ness of the plot can 
be forgiven. The 
dialogue is smart 
and pointed, and W. 
Sapte, junr., the au- 
thor, convinces us 
that he has a strong 
vein of humour 
somewhere in his 
} anatomy. An excel- 
lent ‘company has 
\ been engaged to in- 
terpret the piece, 
among which G. W. 
Anson, fresh from 
Australian victories, 
F. Thorne, J. Tresahar, Charles Fawcett, and Helen Forsyth, are 
especially conepicuous, Congratulations, Mr, Alport. : 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Mr. H. J. Hitcnixs informs us that the success that has 
attended the production of Jtoeund the Zown is unprecedente.’, 
Weare not atall surprised at that. 
As we expected, the ballet is now 
the talk of London, Versailles 
also continues to meet with ap- 
probation, And these two spec- 
tacles, together with a powerful 
Variety Company, makes the 
Empire one of the most popular 
amusement resorts in London. 

Ps 


THE popularity of the F.O.M, 
has travelled round the world and 
explored its remotest recesses. 
Wherever you go, you can’t help 
finding traces of the well known 
classical features and their accom- 
paniments, Every intelligent being 
Is aware of this fact, and our 
natural modesty would prevent us 
alluding to it, were it not that, 
nt the present moment, several 
orginal drawings of the Cartoons 
which have appeared from. time 
to time on our front page, drawn 
by W. F. Thomas, occupy a place 
of honour at the Sportsman's 
Exhibition, just now opened in 
Melbourne, Our gay and sportive 
Australian kinsmen, amougst 
whom the “ HALF-HOLIDAY " has 
a very big circulation, felt that no exhibition worthy of the name 
would be complete without some reminiscences of the Mildewed 
Fabric, and accordingly invited him to exhibit. The Show is open 
for six months, 80 you've got plenty of time to run over. From 
London to Melbourne is nothing nowadays, 


= 
As another instance of the popularity of the “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” 
we may mention that a South African Edition has been recently 
established, published from Cape Town, Latest advices state that 
it is producing marvellous effects amongst all classes—English, 
Dutch and Kaftirs alike performing strange antics after perusing 
their penn’orth, Central Africa is catching the infection, and we 
are already contemplating erecting kiosks in the oases of the Great 
Sahara Desert, at which the weary traveller and gentle Arab may 
purchase copies wherewith to while away a passing hour, 


* 

“GiInts,” said a lecturer, “know too much nowadars—in many 
respects they're as old as their mothers.” Kut look at the number 
of mothers who eudcavour to be ns young as their daughters ! 

s* 


“T's an ill wind that blows nobody any good,” and if the cold 
weather which heralds the approach of Winter does redden our 
noses, give us 
various chills and 
coughs, engender a 
dangerous craving 
for hot Scotch, and 
cause our old enemy, 
Rheumatism, to 
remind us by sundry 
sharp twinges that 
he has not forgotten 
our existence, it 
brings to the large 
class of the unoofy 
at least one big 
blessing in its train 
—the Greatcoat 
Season, And the 
value of the latter 
is not to be lightly 
estimated, a great 
cout resembles 
Charity in at least 
one respect, inas- 
much as it covers & 
multitude of sins— 
sins against the laws 
of — Respectability 
(with a capital R), 
which makes it a 
crime for 8 man to 
have a hole iu his 
elbow sleeve or a 
patch upon his 
breeches, But with a sufficiently long overcoat he can wear pretty 
much what he likes underneath, without the hard, inquisitive 
world being a whit the wiser. The effective concealment of one’s 
poverty by this means is quite an art, believe us. The beginner 
only manages to hide the fact that he owns no vest and that his 
coat is more holey than righteous. The long experienced can 
easily prevent any but the most close observers from guessing that 
his only shirt went up the spout to swell the fund necessary for 
the redemption from pawn of that estimable garment, the Greatcoat. 

.* 
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To rend extracts from German and Austrian newspapers one 
would think that their countrymen in bringing to a successful 
issue their long distance ride were deserving of great credit. They 
are, indeed. Half the beasts that bore them on their journey are 
dead ; whilst the majority of the other half will never more be fit 
for active service. No wonder the two nations are mutually cen- 
gratulating each other, The instinct of the brute must have been 
far more keenly developed in the riders than in the horses, 

sos 
*= 

Two hundred and forty-six pounds’ worth of photographs cer- 

tainly sounds a rather large order, doesn't it? Yet thut is the 

Byres precise sum for which 
an American song 
and dance artiste has 
been unsuccessfully 
sued. The defence 
was that the lady 
being a popular fa- 
vourite, her portraits 
were in great request, 
and that the photo- 
grapher printed far 
more than he could 
dispose of, and then 
sought to make her 
responsible, The 
judge held that it 
was preposterous to 
imagine anyone or- 
dering so large a 
number of portraits, 
and gave judgment 
for the fair defen- 
dant. In the course 
of the case which, it 
appears, gave rise to 
a considerable 
amount of merri- 
ment, it transpired 
that the lady had 
been taken in no 
less than seventy-five different positions, Ye gods, truly, truly do 
we live and learn} 


(Saturday, October £2, 1899, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING OCTOBER 
—— 


23rd October, 1818.—Moore, under this dire. 
Addison, according to the tradition of Holland House, 1 
composing, to walk up and down the long gallery tae 
bottle of wine at each end of it, which he finished ae MSs 
operation. : eange 


es 
24th October, 1701.—* Timothy Guiley, Baical (hi 

captiun of the second regiment of Foot Guards,” aecordine 1, 
“Gentleman's Magazine,” © getting out of bed on this d ate 
his wife, ‘Nanny, good-bye,’ then shot himself in the rear 
pistol, which lodged two balls in the hind part of his hoo. 
surgeons, finding it difficult to extract them, he called fi. ; | 
peak sr, saying he would take them out himsell, [He ji.) 
days. 


2 
_ 25th October, 1808.—Tom Belcher this day en; fn, 
Ting to fight Cropley, for a purse of 50 guineas, Duriny 4... 
of thirty-four rounds, Cropley proved himself an exeelien: } 
but his defeat was attributed toa knack of bringin his ly... 
forward when bringing in his blows, Belcher, in cone... 
punished his face so dreadfully, that in the latter part of ¢) a 5; 
Cropley was no longer recognizable. “But thoneh,” si. 
dati “all but blind, he even then felt desirous to try atti 
round. ; 


EVENTS, 


29TU, 1812, 


liven, > 


26th October, 1759.—Mr. James Wrisley, master us 
“Golden Lion” Lun, at Liverpool, going into his cellar ti. is 
having some oysters there, a large Norway rat, endeayerr),. 
seize an oyster that was open, it closed and held him so aren 
he was carried into the kitchen, aud was exhibited 1, . 
hundred persons while alive. 


27th October, 1834.—Under this datea Parisinn revs. 
states that three young men, fashionably dressed, went to... 
the Restaurant Legrain, Boulevard du Temple, without a «., 
their pockets, but determined to kill themselves as soon as 1. 
dinner was finished. They asked fora private room and ors. 
& most expensive repast. When the bill was presented. on. 
“Tf you will not allow us to depart and raise some moner, \, 
kill ourselves before your face.” The police were e4\ ed, 1 
escaped, one was locked up, and the third shot him-eif, aur ,. 
pistol had missed three times. : 


28th October, 1536.—Holinshed save that on io. 
(St. Simon's), superstitiously considered as rainy as St. Sw))) 
a battle was to have been fought between the king's troop. 
the rebels in Yorkshire, but so great a quantity of rain fel. uy. 
the eve thereof, that the battle could not take piace. : 


29th October, 1808.—The Zimes, of this date, 
“While the sexton was digging a grave in North Shields ¢ 3 
yard, he imagined he heard 2 feeble voice under his feet pron 
the word “ Murder,” but, looking down and perceiving wot, 
he plucked up spirits and resumed his work, No sooner, how ve, 
did he begin, than the same awful sound vibrated three tines 
his ears, The courage of the astonished Moses forsook him... 
spode dropped from his grasp, and, with the agility of a hares, 
he skipped out of the grave and tled, to the no small anise 
of those in the secret. A soldier, practising ventrilodiuisin, « 
was placed ata convenient distance, conveyed the sound 


THE FINISHING TOUCH. 

HE'D faced a thousand dangers, 
And deemed each but a joke ; 

He'd won the Cross for Valour 
Amid the cannon’s smoke, 


But once, a prey to panic, 
He faltered ; ‘twas when he 
Was asked to take a baby 
And hold it on his knee, 
Sie 


A DAUGHTER’S PLEA. 

“ FATHER,” sobbed the fair young wife of but three sun: 
as she sank upon her knees at her parent's fees, “father, | des 
know what | am to do.” . , 

The poor old man, with head bent low with former troul:: 
gravely shrugged his shoulders. : Bn 

“Courage, daughter, courage,” he murmured, laying his hav. 
upon her shoulder ; “tell me all about it.” — ? i 

“1t—is—about—Heury, father,” she admitted, with emotion. 
is nbout Henry, : — 

“That good-for-nothing scoundrel, for whose sake you 
father, mother, home, everything!" hissed the old fellow, cleus 
ing his fists, 

Poor Minnie sobbed aloud. x — 
“Did not | tell you what a vagabond he was?” continu 
angered parent. “Did not [ warn you that a man who wits sect 
public-houses, music halls, on racecourses, could never—: 

“Ah! but that’s not it, father.” ‘i d Sa 

“Then, you have discovered that there is some hussy—: . 

“Oh, no, he is most affectionate—when he is not sulleriny. 

“Then, what the blue blazes is the matter with him: ae 

“Why, this: Your reproachful letter to him the other day at 
the evils of drink touched him very much. He went outs 
somehow or other, got into the society of some temperince w te 
and signed the pledge. Now that he's done it—partientn ye” 
was by your advice—he says he’s got to stick to it. fF se Ie Ne 
tion and then his nerves gave way. The loss of his es AN i. 
brought on insomnia, Every time he has a so hd oe he 
suffers such a purgatory of indigestion that he has taken to 6) 
dermic injections of morphia to allay the pain. 
father,” she pleaded, with a final explosion of sobs an : 
DO persunde him to become a boozer again; this temper 
killing him!” 


Miein 
hie in 
be lien 
TT 
dour 


ested 


————_>—_—_ 


MILRIDDLE'S MATHEMATICS. Bs 9 

THE five fair daughters of old Matthew Milriddie last © 
source of some anxiety to the old man since the autumn ; veo 
set in. They are all “engaged,” and to young men oe ees 
unimpeachable characters and prospects ; but Bann ar 
ings have been too cool or too wet to wander round a ei 
quite half a dozen of the best thin lexyed oceasionn z ative 
best parlour have been broken. Last ‘I hursday mor ark 
seventh collapsed ; and old Matt, taking the eldest girl : 
her to explain it. ao 

me Well, pa,” said she, “the fact is that 1 wns wiltinit : 
ing-chair Just by the side of the fireplace, and ( me ea 
Mr. Brownson—was sitting in that chair over by the 
all of a sudden there was a crack, and down went the £ Ea et 
was——well, | suppose it’s the cheap glue they use, 0! eee 
frost, or, maybe, the action of the gus does it. 

The old man assumed a thoughtful attitude aes 
after he sent each girl down tothe station witha Lal eames 
tions to interview the penny-in-the-slot weighing mit Hetole 
abstruse cniculations followed, and that evens i © pare 
each daughter, by means of a ribbou round her Roe yaaa 
luggage label, bearing such a legend, for nactencry on 
Mary ; weight, 9st. 7 Ibs.," and so on. And ie foolee: ete 
thin legged occasional chairs forthwith borea i om eaten i 
the inscription, or instance, of: “ This chair has 
21 st. 10 Ibs.,” and so on. eoaiaratt | 
2 “ New then,” said the old man, when he had eee 
tiful olive branches once again around him, : eu OA 
chair-breaking, it proves one of two things—tha that hes be! 
fellows can’t doa sum in simple subtraction, or c 
malicious mischief and destruction of property. 

From that time those chairs stocd. 


ein the f 


! 
and a pencl- 
wil 


ql 


aturday, October 22, 1892.) 


\ terrible scarcity of cooks is reported from all parts.) 


ji ; men 

6° Ore Qe an 7 

2 : fright, 
v 


aldermen 
plight ; 


frightening 
By the 
their looks, 

faces are 
whitening 


Their 
cooks, 


looks, 
rks: 
gain renown 


cooks, 


stable 
On beats the Law 
appoiuts? 
From Dalston e’en to Dunstable, 
He'll have vo pies nor joints; 
No mutton full of tenderness, 
Or pigeons, grice, and rooks— 
His form, though, will gain slenderness, 
By scarcity of cooks. 


A MISSING MORAL. 
it. girls, girls, tailoremade, brother’s-shirted, fluffy-haired girls, 
wocteat, how far-reaching, is your sway! What can you not 
wieus into? What colossal, mouumental fools, do we cheer 
iver ke of ourselves under the influence of your smile ! 
w Woithiigp was no exception to this general rule, He 
wid tatve done anything for Dolly Doughcake; 80 when that 
mare young lady suggested one afternoon, ns Bobby escorted 
home from Sunday school, that he, like herself, should “take 
ss. the young man jumped at the proposal like « circus rider 
piper hoop. and, although far more at his ease in the atmos- 
re of the five shilling ring at Kempton Park, next Sunday 
ul him with the sole charge of nearly twenty well sonped, and 
t clothed boys, and no more idea what to say thau a lazy under- 
daiteat his réed voce. 
ul the boys soon discovered it, too, 
vies had passed, the demeanour of that class had changed 
ypetely from the respectfully attentive to the hilariously free 
ersy.and when Miss Dolly strolled over from her class to see 
Bobby was getting on, she found the pupils generally doing 
iked,and the air permeated with the odour of the seduc- 
‘seve, heavy with the perfume of the insidious aniseed ball. 
thowshtful little 
she came to the 
ueatonce, * Why don't 
tell them a little story, 
Wottl-tlip 2 sheasked, 
ing with a moral, 
Know? 
Bobby started on 
ell career, 
Juce upon times” le 
tienced, “when Lo owas 
Ine and sinful, | fool- 
y Estened to the per- 
tons of sume evil come 


Bless you, before ten 


ions to play traant 

pay a visit toa 
ain Parmer Jones’ 
nard, Weil, off we 
ted wally, with no 


ol the consequences, 
tliippened 2” 


You was ketched up the tree by the farmer 
ay 


And now can any of you guess 


7 5 and his dorg,” 
small sized boy with weak eyes and a sailor suit, 


pples give you all a horful pain in the stummick,” 


second, 


t cotched on the nails and broken glass on the top of the 


ou telt yer konscience a-pricking of yer,” 
hot ve-got-it-for-a-tenner air, 

Nota hit of it,” chipped in Bobby, trium 
Meing his moral in his delight at the recollection of the truth 
he incident; “we had a jolly good blow out of Ripstons, and 
* home safe and sound, to learn that the whole school had been 
ed and kept in for not behaving itself,” 

nid under cover of the sensation that followed, Dolly hastily 
Bi that the lesson had lasted quite long enough, and as they 
‘ tian alterwards, said that. after ath Pern it would beas 


i} 2tve Up his class and contented himself with coming 
Weck her in future, : 


said a youthful pric, 


hantly, forgetfully 


eo 


GIRLS OF THE ‘FRIVv."* 
No. 69.—Doris DELORMIE, 


“Doris, Doris, Queen of 
Fairies, 

Allin vain T dig 

veep in various diction- 

aries, 

Hoping T may twig 
Some sublime expression 
: _ there 
©& Worthy of your glorious 
€% hair: 

Tell me what's the word, 
my fair!” 

And_ Doris 

“Wig!” 
“Doris, Doris, Queen of 
Roses, 

Hear my piteous plaint. 

Though my frame with 
‘ches and throes is 

Waxing weak and faint, 
T must find a word that's 
mect 

those blooming 
checks so sweet : 
Please suggest one, I en- 

treat!" 

And Doria murmured, 

“Paine! 
“Doris, Doris, dear De- 
lormie, 


answered, 


For 


Ta Muses bey : R Chaste as fairy Mab, 
i Rk: ering oer me Rea ‘ 
i encomimns to bet lly T must grab 


‘nx On your purity of tongue!” 
sofn sprung, 


shouted, “Shut your gab!" 


Joris trem the 
And 


CHANCE OF SPOILING THE BROTH. 


THE worthy civic alder- 

Have had an awful 
You nowhere can find 

Nor men iu sadder 
The news must be quite 
terror of 
all 


Through scarcity of 


So girls, whate'er your 
Go study cookery 
In every town yaqu'll 


By now becoming 


But what about the con- 


hard, indeed, to beat. 


or, Harlequin Brigham Young and the Fairy Pt 


What we want to be told is, what did they tell it? 
had been written by Haddon 


have got “bearded in his den.” 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOx. 


ie 


102 FERNHEAD Roap, St. PETER's Park, W., 
October Oth, 1892, 

DEAR SIR,—Fealing that I did not fulfil my duty towards your 
kindness to me, I again take the Ifberty to inquire after you, and 
express my deep gratitude and hearty thanks for the Certiticate 
which you have been good enough to send me. Every time [| look 
at it | cannot helpacknowledging your great favour, I cannot but 
say, may the Almighty reward you instead of me a hundredfolds. | 
hope you will not think of me unkind for hot writing before, 
because, being unable to write myself, | was waiting for my friend, 
who wrote these words this evening for me. 1 should be very 
happy to render youany service in the reach of my power, Trust- 
ing that you will not forget me, and ealpyiee me for troubling you 
80 far, accept my esteem, regards and best Wishes, 

lan, Sir, youre faithfully, ABDUL RATIMAN, 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 136.—HE SERENADES A SEMAPHORE, 


AT the foot of a Semaphore, sleek and sublime, 


In the misty, mirk midnight the Eminent stood, 
and embraced it, and praised it in eloquent rhy tue, 


For the suror pocticus ran through his blood. 


“Stern Sentry of the Sleepless Eye, 
Proud Ruler o'er the Realms of Rail, 
Whose sovereign mandate to defy 
Is sudden death,—all hail ! all/hail 
Thou wizard Arm, outstretched by day 
To warn of danger lurking near,— 
Thou Light, by night, whose varying ray 
Can, blood-red, fright: can milk-white, cheer, 
Oh, Semaphore ! in this dread hour, 
Admiring, at thy base I stand, 
And eulogize the wondrous power 
That knows no equal in our land! 


“When Death's grim angel, faring forth 
Tn ruthless quest of lawless prev, 

Sees, here to South and there to North, | 
Two trains careering on their way : 

And, by his weird, unhallowed skill, 
Would bid the furious train collide, 

And all the hearts they bear would chill, 
And scatter desolation wide :— 

Then, Semaphore, in that dread hour, 
Thy speechless strength exertest thou, 

And Azraél’s wand, and Azraél’s power 
Must ‘ueath thy mightier iutlueuce bow ! 


“When long-dissevered friends of old 
Once more have gathered round their wine, 
And loving hearts with joy have swelled. 
And eyes have blazed, for auld laug syue, 
When many a fine convivial toast 
Has so iuspired one's mirthful mind 
That latitudes are easily lost, 
And homeward paths are hard to find: 
Then, Semaphore, in such an hour, 
My soul in gratitude is rich 
Towards thy staunch, sustaining power 
That keeps me out of yonder ditch !" 


At the foot of that Semaphore, stately and fair, 
Orerwhelmed by his feelings, the Eminent sunk : 
And the heartless P. C! who discovered him there 
Had the infamous cheek to declare he was DRUNK! 
ee 


IN PRAISE OF POOL. 
AN excellent game, gentlemen, and one which you will find it | 
And pool? Pool is a rattling game, too. | 
We dou’t know whether it isn't every bit as good a game as bil- 
liards, particularly when you have acquired among your pool 
players a gentleman who has to hang on to the cushions to keep 
trom falling as he sidles round the table to his ball. When that 
gentleman is your player, pool is a nailing, not-to-be-rivalled fine 
game. Especially is it a tine game, too, when that gentleman 
“pulls himself together” by a mighty and a violent effort, and 
jams you down at Scotch Express pace, and then sells himself and 
collars the star. Yes, so excellent n gxame—so confoundationally 
ripping a game, that we're hanged if you don't feel like pitching 
the balls at the marker, battering the proprietor's brains out against 
the leg of the table, and stuffing your cue, butt foremost, down the 
intoxicated geutleman’s thorax. Oh, pool is a great giume ! 
es 


FROM A RECENT NOVEL. 

“CAPTAIN SURCINGLE awaits you in the drorin’ room, miss,” 
remarked the lodging-house servant, as she half-opeued the door 
of Maude's elegant boudoir, 

“Did he bring anything with him—any box or parcel?" asked 
the brunette beauty, raising herself upon her elbows, 

“ No, miss ; he set down on the sofy as flat as a pancake.” 

“Did not his coat-tails bulge out as though they contained a 
Jewel-case, or a feather boa, or something of the sort!” 

“ Devil a bulge, miss |” 

“Then, tell hifn | have 
dear maternal aunt, 
until Monday.” 

And, failing back upon the luxurious broeaded cushions, she 
resumed her interrupted perusal of Sealed to the Stage Manager ; 
alace uf Salt Lake, 


gone to sit at the bedside of my poor 
who is seriously ill, and I shall not return 


__ oo 


SOMETHING NEW UNDER THE SUN. 


THE playwright Smith had brought to birth a fine 
And harrowing drama with exceeding toil : 
And Manager Mumpoodle, o'er his wine, 
Perused it slowly by the midnight oil. 
He read the story of an outlawed band 
Of des peradoes—rough and ruthless dogs— 
Who scattered consternation through the land 
By burning haystacks, sneaking bathers’ togs, 


G ting poor pedestrians, slicing throat ama social rain, 

jarroting poor pedestrians, slicing throats, Cling to your hus: 

Purloining wipes, and spreading everywhere bands ler. 

F e ee mindsh, omy dear, 

Dire cholera germs and “ Bank of Engine” notes, He'll get used to it 
And holding meetings in Trafalgar Square ! 


. And. on atime, the hero of the play 
Was blamed forsome vile deed which they'd achieved ; 
And, ere the bobbies bore the wretch away, 
A visit from his Marion he received, 


Thus far Mumpoodle through the story plonghed, boom—""' 2) 
Then toa ghastly hue his features puled ; And ns the first 

“Ts this some hideous dream?" he shrieked aloud, notes Of the weil 
And “ Are my eves deceiving me?” he wailed. song were wafted 

For Marion DID Nov’ say in tones sublime, aver UG aOR. Eke 
With weeping eves upraiced to heaven above, H 


“Though ail the world declare thin’st done the crime, 
Vet Lil believe thee innocent, my love!” 


. 1" a pair of slipper en- 

He looked again, ‘That stereotyped ‘old speech stirs fost ! Washed 
In truth was missing. Then upon the floor through thenir, carry- 

He tumbled headlong with a maniae eereech, ine withi thea the 
And Colney Hateh can boast one inmate more !! cinvietion that. the 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


We are tired of being told that “the marriage bell was tolled.” | in 
"TWOULD have been more appropriate if Grundy’s Haddon 7/al/ 
Chambers, 

IF the hon had pitronised his barber regularly, he would never 


| ously, “and the fitter tis 


that even you 


No local option, no veto, no early closing now. 
up fora day or two, 
‘tend to make mostsh of it, m’ dearsh, 
about there long ; 


mitted at once, | will 
cast you off for ever.” 
do so, 
venience 
clinging to your un- 
happy old father. [ 


in time, and perhaps 
wou't mind it. 
day, my dear, and 
don't bother hurrying 
back, 


Baron deTorquiville’s 
head disappeared, and 


ve 
fromthe fortifications 


342% 
—— 
SLUPER'S SELEOT LIBRARY. 


THE LADY ELFRIDA. 
(A STorY or THE CRUSADERS.) 
ge 
CHAPTER VI, 

“Not at home!” repeated the Lady de Branegold. 
home! What means this impertinence )" os 

“No imperence intended, my lady,” 
“None at all; only obey- i 
ing master’s orders.” 

* Weize me a clothyard 
shaft through yonder 
Villain’s head,” said her 
ladyvship, in tieree tones, 
as she turned to the troop 
of men-at-arms who were 
ranged behind her, 

“ Restrain yourself, my 
lady!” said Sir Mont- 
morency; “it is not 
seemly thus to show your 
temper o'er so small a 
matter,” 

“Restrain myself! So 
smalla matter! Beshrew 
me, sir! Is it a small 
matter that I should be 
insulted at the gates of 
my ancestral home?” 

“ Perhaps there is some 
mistake. Yonder man-at- 
arms, methinks, is some- 
what overtaken with 
alcoholic liquor,” 

“Any fool could see 
that,” said the Lady de 
Branegold, contemptu- 


“Not at 


said the aged servitor. 


that he should die for so 
grave a dereliction of 
duty. But, stay! 1 will 
speak to him, So ho,there, 

varlet! dost hear me, I say? Ts my lordly father in the castle?” 

“He is, my lady; but his orders were that we were ‘not at 
home’ to you.” 

“Go, then, tell him his daughter and her retinue wait here upon 
the threshold of the castle, and harkee to me, sir, make haste, or 
you shall be roasted in your armour likea baked crab, Gramerey !" 
she added, furiously, turning toaddress her astonished lord, * ‘twill 
go hard with yonder villain once [ get me ‘neath yonder porteullis,” 

Hastily the man-at-arms tumbled from the platform on which 
he stood, aud as speedily as might be, Lady de Branegold beheld 
the countenance of her parent appear like a glorious sunrise over 
the battlements, 

“Low do you findsh yourself now, my dear?” said the aged 
baron,as he nodded 


“ Not at home.” 


his hend in’ the 
direction of his 
offspring. “ Pretty 
well, eh?) I'm ail 
righteh.” 

“What means 
this disgraceful 
outrage? Why am 

not admitted 


to the castle at 
once?" 

“Oh, that’sh all 
rightsh, my dear! 
—playful little 
stratagemsh, Don't 
want to be dish- 
turbed. Nice little 
party enjoying our- 
selves.” 

“ Enjoying your- 
selves, indeed! It 
Appears to ne that 
the whole castle is 
drank.” 

“Not at all—hie 
—not at all—mere 
optical delusionsh. 
Castles don't get 
drunksh. Thought 
that myself, often. 
You'll know better 
when you've more 
experiensh,” 

I mean that all the retainers are intoxicated, and 
are worse than the rest.” . i 

“Right you are; everybody's drunksh, celebrating our liberty. 
Mean to keep it 
Haven't had such a chance for yearsh, and 
By-the-by ; shouldn't wait 
might take cold, you know.” : 

“ Disreputable old man! low dare you behave thus churlishly? 


“Why am I not admitted?” 
“Wretch ! 


Order that the drawbridge be lowered at once and the portcullis 
be raised, that [ may enter.” 


“Sorry to disappoint you, my dear, Couldn't think of it. Most 


inconvenient in ev'ry 
way, L’ssure you.” 


“If Tam not ad- 


“Do so, my dear, 
Don't incon- 
yourself 


Good 


‘Ta-ra-r 


teran had tumbled 
S Livery body's diuuh-l.” 


aowildl effort te 


| embellish the music with an Appropriate terpsichorean | accom. 
punment, 


With a furions look the Lady de Branegold turned away, and 


her husband and the troopers trotted silently after her, 


(Tbe contannedt nest week.) 


Sit 
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Joan DILLos, MP 

hat we have been the 
n 1, Jobn Dillon 

ear ago, and we 


No. 

“With great sorrow we must confes 
means of inthcting vet another injustice on 
shonkl have been depicted in these column 
must apologise for having overlookel him t the same time 
throwing ourselves on the tender vies of his kindheartel 
countrymen. We now hasten to rect. ur oversight by giving, 
for the benefit of our numerous readers, as good a portrait of 
the genial gentleman as it 1s possible to procure, John 
was born young, and has remained soup to the present date, 
Ata very early date he developed an obstinate temper, together 
with « fondness for the bottle (feeding, of course). The former 
was cure! by suniry spankings and the latter by time! At the 
age of eighteen the genial youth showed a great partiality for 
Irish whisky, but thought it policy to become a teetotaler, and 
has been so,on and off, ever since —more often off thanon, At 
the age of twenty-five he became a “pathrict,” and began 
elamouring for the moon, found he conlint get it, so asked for 
Home Rule instead, and has been asking for it ever since, May 
be marriel, if so, he probably as a mother-in-law, which would 
probably account for a certain acridity of temper he pos- 
sesses; but the probabilities are that he is still single, or he 
would not be so enthusiastic over Home Rule. He is an MP. 
anda Roman Catholic, and is prond of both distinetions. Chiefly 
becanse he is an Irish pathriot John Dillon was created F.O.S., 
and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him November Ist, 
-Dehrett Improved, 


THE "F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


Extraordinary devclopment of the sea serpent after a fill out of 
mermaids. 


“Ax yer pardon, guv'nor, but yer don't happen ter ‘ave sicha 
thing as adimunt pin about yer, do yer?” 


“And still shall reeolection trace 
In fancy’s mirror ever near, 
Each: smile, each tear—that form—that face ; 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A CLEAN SWEEP. 


Enraptured Young Man. See how gracefully she sweeps into the room ! 


Cynggal Friend, If she could only sweep out a room with half as much grace she'd do. 


AN UNCERTAIN 


ne’ 


(1). Pott-Boyler, R.A. “Oh !—er—T hope you will have no objection to my making | 
a picture of your farm (T shall improve uponita little) fur next year's Royal Academy 
Exhibition?" Farmer Hovswill, “'Bjection! Lor bless yer, no sir! I should be 
hony too delighted."——(2). /’ott-Boyler, R.A. “It's very kind of your master, my 
dear, to take so much interest in my work, and to send me ont Junch like this.” 
Sukey Buttercup, “ No, ‘taint, sor. He's been a-tryin’ to sell the place for the last 
three years, and he thinks he's a-goin’ to get it advertised for nothink in your 


HAUGHTY CULTURE. 


_ Deyection of chappies at the unwelcome closure of 
their happy hunting yround at the Floweries, and con- 
peauene further disuse of the becoming frock and pot 

at. 


SLOPER'S KISSED, 


at" Lhe Slopert es," 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, October 22, 1892. 


(Saturday, October 22, 1892, 


7 


“Don't you do any cycling now, Jenkins?” «\,._; 
sold my machine to get a fresh row of front tu 


PATRON. 


~~. eee Se _ 


paintin’. See?"——(3). Farmer Hogswill (later). “Why, yer cood-for-not'! 
ungrateful, trampin’ vagabone! Whatcher mean by makin’ the ‘ouse all fall 
bits like that for? After all Idone for yer, too! Oo d'ver think ud buy a eres 
looked like that, hey? Call that improvin’ on it? Til smash every bone 1" 
mangy body, that I will !—(4). Take that, ver varmint! I'll teach yer ti) 

ciate my property !"——(5). Poft-Royler, it.4." “Great Paint-Rags! [1 
broken up! And this is my reward for trying to bring art home to the peor! 


ey S 
4 Z SN 
é “Ail Y 
y (jj s\ 
" \ 
G 
Y AY ! | He 


ii 
il /y Sircet Arad. Do you smoke cigarettes when yu! 
{' young man ? Cee actin) ? ; 
ay Mudlark, No; but T generally ‘as ‘a ‘oekah i ! 


Conservatory arter dinner. 


